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through the fight. They advanced slowly down the main
street, the crowd with one consent formed up behind in
marching column, and as they marched they sang* Ah I
how those Welshmen sang the old election song of Caernar-
von Boroughs I
" * Hurrah! hurrah I   We're ready for the fray!
Hurrah 1 hurrah I   We'll drive Sir John away!
The grand young man will triumph ; Lloyd George
will win the day;
Fight for the freedom of Cambria/
4t They sang it to' Marching Through Georgia ', the song
to which a Continent has fought two wars, and will fight yet
another*   It is one of the best marching songs in the world,
and looking back on that great multitude you saw its tread
become perfectly rhythmic; its confusion become order;
delirium pass under the magic of a song; the mob become
an army.   And so they marched through the whole town,
while every window and doorstep was filled with waving
hats and handkerchiefs.   It was like the welcome of a king
returning from his wars*   The darkness seemed to matter
nothing, all seemed lightness to-night*   The enemy, so
strong at midday, had disappeared*   Seized by a sudden
inspiration, Mr* Lloyd George stood upright in the carriage,
and with lifted hat met the multitude face to face with a
happy smile*   A few months ago they had stoned him; a
few weeks ago they were still against him; but now with
silver tongue he had won back their hearts, and his people
were with him again*   Surely, few men have tasted such an
hour.   The procession readied the end of its journey,
Then Mr* George called for silence and asked them to sing
once more * The Land of Our Fathers'.   In a moment
there was utter silence, and then they sang that great and